We find that our camp is many miles from here right across the town, but that there is a hotel close to it where we can be billetted. The next step is transport, and after several more journeys to and fro, I manage to secure an order for a homely cart and its two mules : the "drabi," however, with the unreliability of' his race, bolts directly my back is turned and T only just catch him before he vanishes. At last all our possessions are loaded on, and we start off on our six-mile tramp through the crowded streets.
The docks are as noisy as ever, and the keen breath of the mistral sweeps round corners, bringing in its train all the dust and odd refuse of the streets, and trying hard to hurl our caps into the. 
